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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

We venture into darkness — when we speak 
It is like wind blowing through withered grass, 
While from our hearts no word 
Disturbs the silence where we pass: 

And though our fingers sparkle when they touch, 
Like fireflies, our fingers still are young; 
Our spirits have forgotten much — 
Night is a song in a forgotten tongue. 

We try to fling 

Our lives into the night — our bodies sway, 

We gesture bravely with our hands ; 

Our spirits cling 

To the safe nothingness of yesterday. 

And so at last, unshattered as before, 
Laughing, breathless, desperate, we return 
To the narrow door. 

CYTHAERA AND THE WORM 

Silence, 

Spun from what you never said, 

Is but a winding-sheet 

In which a worm lies dead: 

The worm of love, 
A-spinning its cocoon 
Of silken cloth, 
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Of delicate silence, whence so soon 
It should emerge, a lunar moth. 

O worm, 

So royally interred, 

Why should I dream pale wings about my head? 

Marjorie Allen Seiffert 



TRANSITION 

There is a little room in my heart 
Where we used to live together — 
A very cozy little room. 

You walked out carelessly, 
Leaving the door half open; 
But I closed and locked it, crying. 

Sometimes when I pass the door 

I wish you would come back, 

Throw wide the seaward windows, 

Kindle the fire again; 

Although I know we are both better 

Out here in the changing, crowded world — 

For, after all, it is a very little room. 

Eleanor Hammond 
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